America too, couldn't you?" And I said "of course, why 171*
not? Only I don't care to write in America. Pm writing
about Greece now." However, the game was up, as I dis-
covered in a few moments. A brief colloquy with a higher-
up, and my passport was returned to me invalidated. That
meant get home at the earliest possible moment. Clear
out!
At first I was angry; I felt that I had been tricked. But
after I had walked around the block several times I de-
cided that it was probably an act of fate. At least I was
free to clear out. Max was only free to stay and spend
his remaining drachmas. The war was spreading. Soon
the Balkans would be inflamed. Soon there would be no
choice.
I went back the next day to see the American Minister
and find out how much time they would accord me. The
former director of "The Dial," as he turned out to be,
received me cordially. I was delighted to learn of his
great sympathy and love for the Greeks. Everything
went smoothly. No undue hurry. Only please prepare to
leave as soon as possible. I sensed that it was best to com-
- ply graciously. So I shook our minister, Mr. Lincoln
MacVeagh, cordially by-the hand and departed. On the
way out I made the sign of the cross in Orthodox fashion.
Winter was coming on j the days were short and sunny,
the nights cold and long. The stars*see?med mote bril-
liant than ever. Owing to the shortage of coal the heat
was turned on for an hour only in the morning and an
hour in the evening. I quickly developed sciatica and was
reminded that I was getting old. Golfo the maid was
very solicitous j Socrates, the night porter, came up every
evening to rub me with a Greek horse linimentj die pro-
prietor sent up grapes and mineral waters^ Niki with the
Nile green eyes came and held my hands the bell-hop

